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2NTO all our lives, however mundanely lived, there comes an 
occasional experience so rich in spiritual emotion and insight 
that it stands for ever in our minds like some mountain 
peak rising above misty lowlands. Such experiences are not com- 
mon. If they were, we would not properly treasure them. But in 
times of doubt and discouragement they have a way of returning 
on the wings of memory to bless and to encourage, to reassure and 
to lift our hearts. 

Such an experience came to me some years ago. It occurred 
on a sponsored tour of the Bible lands. For weeks our party of 
some two hundred persons had been viewing the wonders of the 
Mediterranean world known to the ancient prophets, priests and 
kings. And for three days we had been in Palestine proper, fol- 
lowing in the steps of Christ and His disciples. On Good Friday 
we had concentrated on those places connected with Jesus 5 last 
days on earth — the Mount of Olives, the Gethsemane garden, 
Pilate's judgment hall, the Via Dolorosa, down which He carried 
His cross. 

Now we were ready for the tour's climax — an Easter sunrise 
service at the tomb of Christ's burial and resurrection. Site for 
the service was the "garden tomb." Discovered in 1883 by General 
Charles Gordon, and thought by many archaeologists to have a 
more authentic claim than the glamorous and gaudy Church 
of the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem proper, the garden, with its 
tomb, is quite close to a hill remarkably like the Scriptural de- 
scription of Calvary, the "place of a skull." The garden itself, 
with its sense of brooding quiet, its trees and flowers, its tomb 
hewn into the side of a rock wall, has been kept unspoiled by 
the crass commercialism and sectarian squabbling that has made 
unholy so many of the Holy Land's "holy places." 

Late in the afternoon of Easter Eve I taxied out to the 
garden to discuss with the custodian the seating arrangements for 
the service. That done, I wandered alone down to the sepulchre. 
Evening was drawing on, and night soon would fall. 

Standing in the gathering gloom at the entrance of the tombj 
I found it easy to transport myself back two thousand years in 
imagination, to feel with those present in history's biggest moment 
the crashing tragedy and triumph represented by this tomb. 

THE WAR CRY 



where Jesus prayed 



If archaeologists are right, it was 
here that the pierced body of the 
Master had been brought by Joseph 
of Arimathaea, wrapped in death's 
winding sheet, taken through the 
hewn door and laid on the rude 
stone shelf that was His bier. 

Here the tough minions of Pilate 
had come to roll into place and 
seal the stone, fulfilling the procura- 
tor's command, "Make it as sure as 
ye can" — in effect saying, "This 
Man stirs up the people. He's 
dangerous. Mount a heavy guard. 
See that He stays in that tomb!" 

Here, too, it was that the disciples 
came surreptitiously — fearful, cring- 
ing, their hopes blasted. In that 
tomb was the dead body of Him 
whom they had followed for three 
wonderful years with high-beating 
hearts and great expectations. Now 
all was over — washed up; finished. 
The Man on whom they had 
counted had apparently been done 
in by His enemies, had weakly 
surrendered to them. Calvary's 
terror had dashed their hopes to 
the ground, scattered them in terror. 
Their great dreams, for which they 
had left all to follow Him, had dis- 



The next morning, Easter Sunday, 
the members of our tour party 
arose early and made their way long 
before dawn to the garden tomb. 
The night had been chill, and at 
the tomb it was so dark that the 
hastily formed choir had to use 
flashlights to see their music. But 
from the first lovely strains of "Low 
in the Grave He Lay," a sense of 
expectancy, a kind of holy awe, 
seemed to grip all present. Grey 
dawn was just beginning to break 
when a minister read the age-old 
Biblical account of the Easter story, 
and night shadows were fading 
when the choir began another 
hymn. 

Then, with dramatic suddenness, 
the sun seemed to burst over the 
horizon, banishing the night and 
flooding the day with light. Birds 
in the garden trees, as though on 
cue, burst into thrilling song. Easter 
had dawned! 

I cannot remember a more 
thrilling moment spiritually. One 
of the light's first rays touched the 
tomb's opening, as though to say, 
"Look! It's empty!" And the truth 
struck me then,, as never before 3 
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appeared. They had had it. They 
had seen Truth — its very embodi- 
ment — cruelly crushed to earth. It 
could not rise again, 

On that Saturday evening, as dusk 
settled over the garden, one could 
experience — even across twenty 
centuries — the black despair that 
gripped those who, as a pair of 
them wistfully but hopelessly said, 
had hoped that it was He which 
should redeem Israel. 



Clarence Hall Is one of (he editors of 
THE READER'S DIGEST. Ho was at one time 
Editor of THE WAR CRY, Chicago. 
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that in that empty tomb was the 
Easter truth in all its tremendous 
power. If I were an artist and 
wanted to create a symbol of the 
central, dynamic fact of the Chris- 
tian faith, I would paint a picture of 
the dawn — and of an empty tomb! 

To me, on that day, it was not 
important whether this particular 
spot was or was not the authentic 
place of Christ's burial and resurrec- 
tion. What was important was the 
symbolism of that gaping, empty 
hole in the rock, 

I felt an immediate kinship with 
Dr. E. Stanley Jones, famed 
missionary to India, who was once 



interrupted by a hearer who said, 
"Dr. Jones, we have a proof in our 
religion that you don't have in 
yours. When we go to Mecca, we 
can find the tomb of our prophet. 
But you have no certain tomb for 
Jesus." 

Dr. Jones replied, "True enough. 
We have no tomb because we have 
no corpse!" 

That is the glory of the Christian 
faith. No corpse! The proofs of 
our faith rest not in a musty 
mausoleum holding a skeleton that 
once w T as a man, but in an opened 
tomb and a risen Christ. Not a 
corpse but a Conqueror! Not in a 
tomb but a triumph! 

He was the one Man in all history 
who would not, who could not, stay 
dead. 

Standing there, I thought of all 
that had been started by the empti- 
ness of that tomb. The effect of 
the Resurrection on the disciples 
was electric, totally transforming. 
Doubting no longer, despairing no 
more, questioning never again, they 
went from that empty sepulchre to 
flame throughout the world, flashing 
the startling, stop-the-press news, 
"Jesus is alive!" And they began 
an Easter parade that today 
numbers one thousand million 
marchers — a parade that has noth- 
ing to do with hats and haber- 
dashery, but one which joins into a 
shining company all the uncounted 
millions who since that day have 
(Continued on page 15) 
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The 
POWER 



fi9t NNE Lindbergh once described 
y£l how, on her pioneer flight from 
^* New York to Tokyo m 1931, 
she joined a company of Eskimo 
people in their Sunday morning wor- 
ship at Point Barrow. The officiating 
minister was commenting on the 
doxology with which the Lord's 
prayer concludes, with the visitor 
wondering what he would make of 
such an abstract term as "power," 

"When your men are whaling," 
explained the speaker, "their boats 
are sometimes trapped in the ice. 
Then they have to dynamite the ice 
to set them free. Power is the dyna- 
mite of God." 

The illustration was both accur- 
ate and enlightening. The 
which our Authorized Version trans 
lates as "power" comes from the 
same family of words as dynamic 
and its near neighbours. The same 
divine power which was seen in the 
words and deeds of Jesus of Naza- 
reth was that which, after His 
crucifixion and burial, raised Him 
from the tomb. Here was a power 
to which even the last enemy had to 
yield. 

Within the space available let mc 
say two tilings to my readers. 

The first is that here we have the 
incontestable power of a fact — for 



the fact of the Resurrection is as 
securely fastened to the pages of 
history as any secular date which 
we memorize at school. 

This elementary truth has to be 
restated because so many grown men 



therefore without the actuality of 
Santa Fe or Syracuse! In this view 
the gospel is a tale, a good tale, but 
only a tale belonging to some "never- 
never land.' 1 

Before accepting such a conclusion 
as the last word which can be said 
on this matter, let me ask how you 
then account for the remarkable 
change which took place in the 
lives of most of those most closely 
associated with this "tale," if "tale" 
only it be, and who would, therefore, 
be most aware of its fictional 
character? 

Would such men stand before the 
very authorities who had put Jesus 
to death and proclaim His Resurrec- 
tion if they knew it was only a 
yarn? (If I write so bluntly it is 
only because I want us to see what 
is involved.) Would they be willing 
to court public displeasure, endure 



By the International Leader of The Salvation Army 
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suppose that the events recorded in prison, and be undismayed by the 

word the New Testament are a species of prospect of death if they thought 

:rans- religious fairy tale, suitable for the whole story was a pretence? 

• - u - childish consumption, but put away There would be as little rhyme or 

as beneath credence on coming of 



age. 

To World War II belongs the 
story of the teen-ager, who brought 
to the village post office a parcel 
addressed to his soldier brother 
quartered outside Jerusalem. 

"Don't try that one on me," said 
the aged postmistress after inspect- 
ing the label. "Everyone knows that 
Jerusalem is only a place in the 
Bible." 

Only a place in the Bible — and 



reason in such conduct as there is m 
the argument. 

Men have to be possessed by an 
inner resolution to face opposition 
even when they know the facts are 
on their side. How less able they are 
to. face the odds without firm ground 
under their feet. The conduct of the 
first followers of Jesus is incredible 
unless they were sustained by the 
power of a fact. 

The other thing is that the power 
of this historical fact can be known 
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as a present and vital experience. 

Commissioner Samuel Brengle 
once wrote that there were two 
kinds of evidence necessary to per- 
suade men to accept a truth. One 
was the evidence to be derived from 
history; the other was the evidence 
offered by living men and women, 
who spoke of what they themselves 
had experienced. 

Under the second heading come 
those who can witness to the Resur- 
rection because they know Him who 
was resurrected as their living Lord 
and present Saviour — and to this 
company we all can belong. 



We may not always be conscious 
of the presence of the risen Lord, 
but that is not because He is ever 
absent, but because we ourselves are 
creatures of moods. Feelings ebh and 
flow. Comfort can add to or anxiety 
subtract from (or vice vera) our 
awareness of Him who stands among 
us. Yet once to have been arrested— 
as was Saul of Tarsus— -by the living 
Christ is to know for all time that 
He is alive. 

This is how John Bunyan put it 
when in Bedford jail "Those Scrip- 
tures I saw nothing in were made in 
this place and state to shine upon 




me. Jesus Christ was never more 
real than now." 

The same blessed conviction that 
the Easter story is true can be yours. 
What history affirms, our personal 
experience can confirm. In the 
mouth of two witnesses truth shall 
be establklied to our salvation. 



A NICE RED CROSS? 

By the Chief Secretary, Colonel H. G. Wallace 



^■fHE tragic death of President 
lIL J. F. Kennedy last November 
^^ spot-lighted again something 
that happened within the White 
House in the early days of his Presi- 
dential experience. The wail of a 
child broke up a television taping 
session in die broadcasting room. 
Jumping to his feet the President 
raced through the door, calling, 
"Who's crying in this house?' 1 A 
moment later he returned, carrying 
his sobbing, snow-suited daughter. 
He handed to her the first object 
that came to hand— a plastic red 
cross that he was using in the taping 
session. 

4i Here Caroline" he soothed, 
"want a nice red cross?" 

The wee girl's tears quickly 
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evaporated, and she scampered off, 
all smiles, to rejoin her nurse. An- 
other small domestic crisis was 
solved. 

"A nice red cross!" **A domestic 
crisis solved! 1 ' 

There is a parallel, but it needs 
some explanation. The day of cruci- 
fixion has arrived. The agony of 
Gethsemane is followed by Christ's 
arrest and trial. Sentence is pro- 
nounced, and Jesus goes forth to 
Calvary. A centurion and four sol- 
diers are detailed to every criminal. 
They do their duty, then they divide 
His clothing among themselves, and 
sit down to watch Him die. These 
soldiers were but servants of the 
empire. Crucifixion was a part of 
the day*s work. The cross was a tool 



of trade. The soldiers were ignorant 
of the values involved. They were 
indifferent to what was happening. 

But to us, the cross of Christ was 
"no nice red cross," It was a rugged, 
ugly thing on which He hung; and 
we think we could not have sat 
down near that cross to watch with 
indifference the sufferings of our 
Lord in those last hours. 

For us, it is a personal cross* "He 
died of a broken heart for me." 

He died rtwl we might he fotgivsji, 

He died to make u$ good, 
Thgt w« might go of latl to H«wv*n, 

Saved by Hit prstloui blood. 

So, a domestic crisis was solved; 
but, as it was 'To save the world 
the Saviour came**- -a world-crisis 
was also averted. 
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Death speaks 



(C death 3 where is thy sting?" 

— (1 Corinthians 15:55) 
/prfLL through the centuries death 
V^l has been regarded as a great 
enemy of mankind. The hu- 
man race has always feared death 
and has thought of it with feelings 
of dread and terror. 

And yet it is a very remarkable 
fact that when death enters the 
home and takes someone whom we 
have loved, we are reminded of 
life as we have not been by any 
other event of daily routine. Death 
is a great reminder of life. 

First of all, when death enters 
the home and the one whom we 
have loved is no more with us in 
the flesh, we are at once reminded 
of that beautiful quality called 
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Easter Sunrise 

"Until the day break, and the 
shadows flee away." — Songs of Solo- 

mon 2*17. 
^f^HROUGH clear blue ikies 
iPLThe sun doth rise — 
^^ While shadows flee. 
Song of the bird 
Again 1% heard 
In melody. 

Winter li past; 
Spring comes at last 
With life anew. 
The world grows bright 
With heavenly light, 
For us to view. 

Easter sun-risel 

Turn weary eyes 4* 

To things above, T 

There to behold X 

With |oy untold, * 

The God of Love! J 

* blessed Mom * 
X When hopes are born, X 

* In spite of fears)— 4* 
f When gloriously, f 
£ Triumphantly, *£ 
& The Christ appears! — Albert E. Elliott. J» 
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friendship — a virtue that cannot be 
bought with money nor lost with 
poverty. At such a time the neigh- 
bours call with messages of sym- 
pathy and comfort. The minister 
brings his word of good cheer. Mes- 
sages come from distant friends. 
Members of the family are sympa- 
thetic. In fact, we are surrounded 
by an atmosphere of friendship that 
cheers and lifts us up from the 
shadow of death. Such an exper- 
ience is not death; it is life. 

Then again, at the moment of 

By CHARLES M. SHELDON 

death in the home we are at once 
reminded of God, Perhaps we had 
been so busy or so thoughtless in 
our daily round of living that we 
had almost forgotten God. But death 
has once more reminded us of the 
greatest Being in the universe. That 
is not death; that is life. 

Also, when death comes into the 
home we are reminded of Christ 
and what He said about the future. 

There are three great facts that 
are of supreme importance to the 
human race and about which Jesus 
never argued. They are: God, 
prayer and the future. Jesus took 
them each for granted, much as 
He would take for granted a good 
meal if He were hungry. He talked 
about God as He would talk about 
anything that He might touch with 
His hands. God was His Father, and 
the Lord's Prayer was so real to 
Him that we have accepted it as 
naturally as we accept the shining of 
the sun, and we teach it to our chil- 
dren as soon as they are able to talk. 
Jesus taught His disciples to pray in 
this manner, and He Himself spent 
whole nights in prayer. He never 
argued about it. He simply took 
it for granted. 

In the same way he took for 
granted the existence of a future, 
and He spoke of it as something 
that is as real as a home. He said 
just before His death, "In My 
Father's house are many homes" 
That is also what He meant when 
He said "abiding places," and those 
places are to be reserved for those 



who love Him. Thus, when death 
enters our home here we are re- 
minded of that Home over there. 
That is not death; that is life. 

Add to all that the fact that when 
death comes into the home our 
thoughts turn to the description of 
Heaven as given by the beloved dis- 
ciple, John, where he says that in 
the future — in the place of which 
Jesus spoke — there will be no pain, 
nor sickness, nor death any more. 
Thus, we are reminded by the 
disciple that we need no longer fear 
death as an end, for it is only the 
beginning of a life so wonderful 
that we cannot measure it. 

And then, perhaps the most help- 
ful thing that the event of death 
does for us is this : when it occurs 
for one whom we have loved and 
cherished, we remember as long as 
we live all the beautiful traits in 
the character of the one who is 
gone. We don't remember any of 
the little things that sometimes dis- 
turbed us. We remember instead 
the noble, kindly and gracious ha- 
bits of our loved one. And we 
dwell upon them even as our tears 
fall, and we carrry in our hearts the 
memory of a great and noble spirit 
that will never die. 

In all these different ways death 
is a reminder of life. Some of the 
most beautiful and important quali- 
ties of life are brought home to us 
when the event of death comes 
close. What, for example, could be 
more cheering than the reminder 
that Heaven is our Home? What 
is the greatest and best thing in 
the town where you live? Is it not 
a home where a father, a mother 
and little children are growing up 
together in a daily life of honesty 
decency and faith in God? 

The greatest person who ever 
lived, when His day's work was over, 
went to the home of Mary and 
Martha for companionship and 
friendship. The thought of Heaven 
as a Home comes to us with wonder- 
ful comforting power when the event 
of death tries to cast its shadow 
over us. 

If there were ever a time in the 
history of mankind when death 
should be stripped of its terror, it is 
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surely now. All over the world mil- 
lions of men, women and even chil- 
dren are dying in terrible ways, and 
we should lose our faith in the good- 
ness of God and the worth-whileness 
of living were it not for the sus- 
taining fact of a future which will 
compensate for the loss of life here 
on earth. 

As we approach the season which 
commemorates the Resurrection of 
our Lord, it is well for us to re- 
member what that tremendous fact 
means to a world where physical 
death is an everyday occurrence. 

When we consider the circum- 
stances which surrounded the life 
of Jesus we are astounded at the 
calmness of His spirit as He looked 
into the face of death just as He 
was beginning His great life work. 
Living in a world dominated by 
cruel military power > His only friends 
a small group of uneducated men 
and women — most of them lacking 
power, wealth or influence — this 
world Statesman and Teacher, who 
had spent most of His life in a car- 
penter shop knowing that in a few 



THE AUTHOR OF THE 
WELL-KNOWN STORY 

"IN HIS STEPS" 

WRITES OF DEATH— 

NOT AS SOMETHING 

TO BE FEARED BUT AS 

A DOORWAY TO 
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hours He would be nailed to a cross 
between two robbers, calmly com- 
forted His little group of friends 
with the words of eternal life. He 
did not ask them to comfort Him 
— He comforted them. Although He 
was living under the shadow of 
the Gross, He knew that He would 
live again, never more to die! 

The truth of die resurrection was 
established not only by Christ's im- 
mediate disciples, but by a multi- 
tude of witnesses who saw Him alive 
after the Crucifixion and before die 
Ascension, The Gospel narrative was 




written by men like Luke who were 
not in the habit of using their im- 
aginations, and who wrote what 
"they had seen and heard," In the 
h%hest sense these men could he 
called eye witnesses. 

Also, we must never forget that 
if Jesus Himself were mistaken about 
His Resurrection we could not trust 
Him for anything. It is not possible 
to think that He would deceive man- 
kind about such a tremendous event. 
He could not have been mistaken— 
for He is the Way, the Truth and 
the Life. 



"fis Easter! 

/M rljen Christ, an empty tomb, 
/s% tight shining forth dispelling gloom; 
Hope comes of last with falfh anew. 
The struggle past, a glorious view— 
TIs Easter! 

Life, at the Resurrection Word, 
Is manifest o'er all Hie world, 

And Nature dons her brightest robe 
With which to greet Creation'! Lord 
At Easter. 

O slumbering soul, awake— awake! 

Thy place among His creatures take 
Who shore the glory of that hour 

Which comes with Resurrection Power 
Al Eotsttrl 

life — Everlasting Life He gives, 
And In receptive heort* He lives— 

Not for the space of one mew day. 
But throughout all eferofry. 

Glad Eosterl— Albert E. Elliott. 
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Quo Vadb? 



CHRISTOPHER Morley used to 
tell about a man intent on 
suicide. He entered a drug 
store to purchase poison with which 
to end it all. But once inside this 
amazing emporium he became so 
fascinated with the colourful gew- 
gaws on display — sun glasses, bot- 
tle openers, automatic pencils, ther- 
mos jugs, ski pants, bed lamps— that 
he forgot what he had come in to 
buy. In fact, the man left the store 
after drinJung a chocolate soda, to 
enjoy a long and useful career, 

It is a parable, of course, but a 
parable with a point. And the point 
is the expulsive power of a new af- 
fection—the tremendous power to 
dhninate the negative through a 
willingness to accentuate the posi- 
tive. Some such affirmative heritage 
is the treasure of those who are go- 
ing the way of the Galilean. It in- 
cludes an affirmative message, which 
issues in an affirmative mood, which 
i$ implemented through affirmative 
methods. 



TTjTF you were asked the question 
3J "Where will you go from borer 1 
Could you give back the answer 

With confidence and cheer? 
Trusting in ChrUt my Saviour, 

Who bought m« with His WW, 
I'll go from here to Heaven, 

111 be at home with God* 

Others are coming to Him, 

Oh, take Kim while you may! 
Cwt all your doubts behind you 

And come fo Kim today. 
Then, should death sound your summon* , 

You need not have a fear 
Receive Him as your Saviour, 

And go to Heaven from here. 

Shadow 0! The Cross 

MITWN *9 shadow of the trots 
May men'* faith ever be; 
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And though the angry billows to**, 
bravo life'* re-»tle« *ea. 



For, In the ihadow of the trtss, 

New courage flow* at will/ 
And all who troubled thoughts engross, 

May ifoop to drink their 111. 

And to forsok* thai proven trow 

for of hen faUe an<i vain; 
Would be to realize the low 

By far exceed* the gain. 

— Ernest G. Jeffrey, Vancouver, B.C. 
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jfE met at a broadcasting sta- 
tion. He was the efficient 
studio announcer! I had 
sought to reach a vast audience with 
a heart-message for the times. As I 
stepped from the microphone he 
smiled and invited me to take cof- 
fee with him. We sat a few minutes 
discussing world affairs, then, ab- 
ruptly, he remarked, "I am not a 
religious man as you are, but I be- 
lieve that the next big thing we 
shall see in the world will be a re- 
vival of religion." 

Somewhat surprised, I inquired, 
"Why do you think so?" He was 
silent a moment, then replied: 
"Since the war, the people in their 
search for realism have tried every- 
thing." He went on to describe pro- 
gress in science and concluded, 
"Nothing has yielded the sense of 
satisfaction that the average man 
seeks. What is there left? I believe 
that there will be a turning to re- 
ligion. 

His conviction was not founded 
on faith, but upon deductions from 
personal observation. 

My friend's observations caused 
me to think many things about our- 
selves. What would happen if the 
people w T ere widely moved Godward? 
What would happen if our neigh- 
bours asked us tonight to lead them 
into the living experience of God? 

Not long before the first Easter, 
in the story as related by John, we 
read of some travellers who came 
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inquiring. They were men of the 
Dispersal, who had come back to 
Jerusalem to participate in the Pass- 
over. 

News of the Galilean Teacher was 
part of the eager conversation as- 
sociated with this gathering to- 
gether of co-religionists from all 
quarters. Some from the little, north- 
erly, inland sea were there, and in 
the guest room the talk came round 
again and again to the Carpenter 
who was also a Healer. 

"Yes, but my friend, I know! 
He healed my brother of his blind- 
ness, and the whole town follows 
Him." 

"But how? How does He get 
these results? 3 ' 

"That is easy to the villagers! 
They believe God is with Him. The 
priests aren't so sure. But you should 
meet Him. I will introduce you to 
Philip. He is a Bethsaida man, and 
he will know where the Teacher is." 

So the inquiring Greeks came to 
Philip asking, "Sir, we would see 
Jesus." Philip saw Andrew, and to- 
gether they went to Jesus. 

Now, what could Jesus do for 
the inquiring Greeks? 

What could Jesus do for our 
neighbours? 

What if they knocked upon our 
doors and made that inquiry of us? 

We need to have a clear answer. 
We should be as certain as were 
Andrew and Philip when the Greeks 
sought to see Jesus. 

We are at least certain that Jesus 
belongs to the whole world of man- 
kind. The machine grows ever more 
powerful, more terrible, more de- 
structive! But the world is not a 
machine, running on regardless of 
the men upon it. 

False views of life have led man- 
kind far into the cruelties, the gross 
carelessness and inhumanity of our 
age. 

It is to a world of bewildered 
people that Jesus speaks. And they 
cannot — so my friend of the broad- 
casting studio feels — always stay 



away. Some come early to Him — 
their own eager spirits longing to 
find a touch of Heaven, 

Some stay long with the interests 
of a fleshly world, feeding on its 
futilities. Yet they, too, one day 
come to the edge of the crowd, say- 
ing, "We would see Jesus." 

Well, here He is, longing to see 
you! His soul clinic is open today, 
even as when He ministered in 
Palestine. Listen to the conversa- 
tion: 

"I am depressed, bored, disillu- 
sioned, and I was wondering if You 
could do anything about it?" 

"You mean you are tired of liv- 
ing for yourself, My son. You are 
now ready to listen to the truth. 
He that loses his life shall save it. 
Happy are the pure in heart, for 
they shall see God! They shall have 
part with God." 

"But my case, Master, is worse 
than his. I am fairly gripped by 
evil — by vicious appetite. I have 
never admitted it before; but, in 
truth, I 'am possessed 5 ." 

"And you long for the evil spirit 
to come out of you? If so, you shall 
be free! You shall know the liberty 
of a son of God." 

"Freedom is not much good to 
me! This man here may need it. I 
have had too much! I have lost 
control. The helm's right out of 
my hand! 11 

"Then give God a chance with 
His own! Troubled soul, be still," 

Others are groping toward the 
Healer, and we, like Andrew and 
Philip, must guide them. As we do 
so, we must remember that no moral 
failures, no breakdown of vast hu- 
man systems can overtax the re- 
sources of Jesus. 

We must be sure we believe that! 
Without an invincible faith in Jesus, 
we can be of little use to a troubled 
world or to the Kingdom of God. 
His revelation and His redemption 
are adequate. They meet the needs 
of the woman at the Samaritan well, 
and the woman of this industrial 
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age! He opens the eyes of the Jericho 
beggar and of the city council grap- 
pling with the problem of the slums! 

Time marches on, but the unend- 
ing changes in the life-stream make 
no difference to elemental needs! 
Jesus, yesterday, today, and forever! 
Jesus, for the primitive village and 
for the industrialized community; 
for the shepherd and for the aviator. 
Jesus, all-sufficient for this desper- 
ately needy age! 

Was my radio friend right? Will 
the revival of religion come soon? 
T know not. This I do know: die 



love of God is equal to any call 
This I belierc: worid-wide revival 
tarries only because of the unreadi- 
ness of the Church- the people who 
profess the faith of Chriat. Unutter- 
ably sad if, because «tf our failure, 
the inquiry of the coumJess *auU 
who cry, "We would see Jesus.*' 
goes unanswered. History has its 
nights of depressing gloom vthen the 
light of the world has burned dim 
in Christian witness. What can God 
do to fan the tpwk in our hearts 
to a flame? What can- we do? 
These are days of crises in world 



affair*, and mighty is-nica o>n-ce til- 
ing the Kingdom of God tremble in 
the balance. 

On this «>nnsm'ii»iai»>n of Christ's 
woittirwis giving t %i Himself an a 
sacrifice for the nn of the world, 
shall not we, who know Him, afresh 
corae before Him and behold the 
I«amb of God? Let m afresh ponder 
Hk selfless, conquering, challenging 
life, afresh realize something of the 
depths of the mystery of k»ve in 
Hk death; afresh consider the power 
of Hk Resurrection! 

In die smiting of all of self that is 
in us, as we behold Him let us 
afresh confess our dim, claim His 
cleansing, receive His healing; of our 
wounds and His touch of power, 
that we may ep out as. aire guides 
of the longing souls who ** would 
see Jesus.*"- GG. 
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<7fP' HERE lives no God In human heath, 
(IL For God," they try, "Is deadf* 
^"^ Bui nol From olher purer hearts 

HU presence never fled, 
And such discern HI* likeness bast 

As (eve on humans shed. 

Some feel HU love tn healing hand* 

thai over Illnait won, 
Some tea It light the fact of biro 

Whp rights a grievous wrong, 
Or hear ft In a voice that pleodi 

For mercy 10 be done. 

And other* know It shaped the mind 

OF Hit beloved Son, 
Who taught thai He who was Gad's love 

With Him remains as one, 
And moved In wondrous ways and world* 

Outlasting stars and sun, 

All those who pray before His throne 

Find favour In HI* sight* 
To them He gives a sacred trust 

Hts way,, and truth and right* 
And they walk forth 1tke burning lamps 

Dispelling sinful might. 

-ULUL : Wiwter, Qn!. : 
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jpiv H, where did the/ get the wreath of 
(JE? them* 

to make that appaJitTrtg crown 
Which my Saviour's sacred brew adorns; 

Oh, I wonder where It was grown? 
What Ka*» sought it out of thg desert wild? 

In m plaiting what venom was shewn, 
That a brew so mild, of One undeffled, 
Should wear so cruel a crown. 



I Wonder whom was that brutal spear 

Thai pierced my Saviour'* side? 
OH, who was fhe Roman stationed there, 

Who started thai «rinuoit tide? 
| often think of that scarlet flood 

From HT» brefcen heart that poured. 
For the precious blood of the Son of 
God. 

The way to Heaven restored. 



How spl&rnttd Hwl weaken wore tos* or the 
crois 
And the flr*! at the open grave. 
They shared all the bSttenms, suffering and 
loss, 
For wholehearted love Is brave. 
Vm sure (ha! our Urd wa* glad they were 
there 
When Ho poured out His soul for m, 
And who then shall dare, to deny rh*m a 
share. 
In the comradeship of me cross? 

— «H. Chgrlen TwMe. lieut-, -CoJerwsli 

"1 WONDER .. . ." 

IWONDEd what Jew* 1* thinking 
A* He look* o'er the world today*-— 
This wartt} so steeped In evil 

And from Htm to far away? 
His loving heart must be *o tod, 
For the ones He came to save 
Have turned their ba<k on His boundless love, 
The stnless life He gave.—RH. 
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HE was seated alone in an 
I upper room to which John, 
her Son*s beloved disciple, had 
brought her. She was too tired to 
cry— she was too numb and cold. It 
was all over. The path her Son had 
walked — the rugged road that He 
had travelled— had come to an end 
on a stormy hilltop. It was all over. 

Sitting quietly, with her hands 
clasped together, Mary thought back 
across the years — since the star had 
shone on a stable— since she, almost 
as tired as she was now, but glori- 
ously so, had clasped a newborn 
Baby to her heart. She thought of the 
little Boy who had played on the 
shores of Galilee, who had come 
running home at evening, bringing 
perhaps a few tiny flowers in His 
chubby hands. 

She thought of the Lad, His face 
transfigured, who had preached in 
a temple to a group of learned doc- 
tors— doctors who, with their own 
faces transfigured, had listened in 
rapt attention. She thought of the 
times when a Young Man had corne, 
straight from His triumphs, to rest 

PAGE TEN 



in her humble cottage in Nazareth. 

She had been so proud of her Son 
—all through the thirty-odd years. 
When stories came back to her of 
His miracles she had been so proud 
— and so bewildered. He had raised 
His friend Lazarus from the very 
grave, and the small daughter of a 
man named Jairus, as well. He had 
walked on the sea, and He had fed 
a vast multitude with five small 
loaves and two fishes. She had half 
expected, as she knelt on Calvary, 
that another miracle would come to 
pass and that He would step down 
from the cross, but no miracle had 
happened, and when they had lifted 
Him down they had told her He 
was dead. And now He was laid in 
a tomb with a stone rolled across the 
mouth of it. 

Yes, it was all over, Mary rose 
from her chair and walked wearily 
across the room and stood looking 
out of the window. The streets were 
unnaturally dark arid quiet. 

Mary, staring down into the street, 
felt her ears straining for the sound 
of her Son's firm step on the stones 



Quiet 



below — often He had come to her 
through the darkness, and always she 
had recognized His step. But it was 
a step she would never hear again, 
for His feet had been pierced by 
nails — she had touched them as He 
hung upon the cross. 

From somewhere, not far distant, 
there came a cry. Mary caught her- 
self listening from force of habit — 
although no sound, tonight, could 
possibly interest her. It was a thin, 
fretful cry. As it died away and 
came again — she knew it was the cry 
of a baby. 

"Well, thought Mary, "his mother 
can care for him. I cared for my 
Baby — when He needed me." She 
walked back to her chair and seated 
herself, but her hands were no longer 
clasped — her arms folded as if they 
were sheltering a tiny body. 

The cry was insistent. It echoed 
up and down the street that had 
been quiet only a few minutes be- 
fore. Every once in a while the cry 
ended in a choking gasp. Mary, 
hearing the gasp, remembered how 
her Son, on the cross, had asked for 
water to drink. 

The cry faded away — the streets 
were quiet again, so quiet that the 
stillness hurt. Mary rose from her 
chair and again went to the window. 
The baby had stopped in the middle 
of one of those strange, choking 
gasps. She leaned out of the window 
and gazed up and down the street, 
and she was almost relieved when 
she heard once more the thin little 
sound of pain. 

"Perhaps," she thought, "the mo- 
ther is very young. Perhaps it is her 
first baby. Perhaps she does not 
know how to care for it." 

As if drawn by some invisible 
chain, she crossed the room, opened 
the door, and descended the steps 
that led to the street. The sound of 
the baby's cry drew her irresistibly 
as the light of a star — thirty odd 
years ago — had drawn Wise Men 
across the sands of a desert. 

There were people standing in 
doorways whispering together. Their 
whispering ceased as Mary went by, 
for most of them knew who she was. 
But Mary was not aware of the 
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people whose eyes mirrored their 
comprehension and their sympathy; 
she was aware only of the baby's 
cry that was guiding her — not to a 
stable door but to a shabby house 
in a blind alley. 

Through the alley walked Mary, 
up to the door of the shabby 
house and pushed it open. A girl 
with a sullen, haggard face was 
seated by a cradle, rocking it mech- 
anically, and a baby — lying in that 
cradle — was wailing with a choking 
little gasp at the end of each wail. 

The girl looked up at Mary's 
approach and started to ask — "What 
do you want?" — but the question 
went unspoken. For Mary, her eyes 
intent, was already bending above 
the cradle. 

"Your baby's in pain,'* she said. 

"He's always in pain,'*' said the 
girl. "Ever since the day of his birth 
he has cried and cried." 

Mary was looking down into the 
wizened, century-old face of a baby 



never say such a thing. 
You're tempting fate when 
you speak so. You don't 
know what you're saying — 
you've never lost a child." 

The girl repeated, "To 
be born a cripple . . . His 
father wanted a strong, 
straight son who would grow 
up to be a soldier, who 
would follow in his foot- 
steps." 

"Where is the baby's 
father?" asked Mary, and 
the girl told her. "He's on 
duty — you see, he's of the 
palace guard and there's 
been a crucifixion on the 
hill beyond the city ... He 
may not be home until the 
night is over." 

Mary, her fingers under 
the baby's back, suddenly remem- 
bered the soldiers who had knelt in 
the shadow of the cross and had 
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who had been born to sorrow. As she 
looked she was seeing the sweet 
dimpled face of another Baby who 
had been born to sorrow — only she 
hadn't known it at the time! 

"What's wrong with your child?" 
she asked. 

The woman said, "It's his back. 
No — don't lift him. He cries harder 
when he's lifted." 

Mary said, "I know how to handle 
babies. I'm a mother, too. I mean-— 
I was a mother." 

She reached into the cradle and 
slipped her hands under the little 
body and raised the baby gently in 
her arms. Her fingers— braced under 
the baby's body-^felt the bump be- 
tween his tiny shoulders, 

"The poor little thing," she mur- 
mured. 

The girl said, "To ^ be born a 
cripple— to start put with a haathV 
cap — my child were better deacf**! 

Mary told her swiftly, "You must 
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drawn lots for her Son's garment. 
She said to the girl, "Put him back 
in his cradle— take him. from my 
arms. I can no longer hold him. 
I can no longer — ■" she stopped 
abruptly in the middle of a sen- 
tence, for all at once she realized 
that thfe baby's crying had died away 
and that the tiny, century-old face 
was touched with peace. 

The girl came close to Mary and 
looked down with amazement at her 
child. And while the two women 
stood together, the baby smiled with 
a crinkling of his minute nose and 
a flickering of eyelashes, and Mary 
could remember how another Baby 
had smiled from His manger bed 
as the warm, friendly animals hover- 
ed near the manger. 

Mary told the girl, "Lie down 
and rest— and while you're resting 
I'll hold the baby in my arms. He 
won't cry again — I'm sure of it." 



The girl, mumbling a word of 
thanks, stumbled toward a couch 
that stood in a corner of the room. 
She was alseep almost before her 
head touched the pillow, and Mary 
— the baby tight against Iter lonely 
breast — walked to the doorway of 
the blind alley. The baby was not 
asleep— his eyes were fixed on 
Mary's down-bent face and it was 
to him that Mary talked. 

"If my Son were alive/* she said, 
t4 your future would be secure — you 
would be straight and strong . . ," 

The baby wriggled one hand free 
from his swaddling clothes. His 
fingers, like white threads, flickered 
across Mary's down-bent face. It 
was such a helpless hand. In the 
years to come it would be out- 
stretched, asking alms of the busy 
people who thronged by— for crip- 
ples in this city were invariably 
beggars. Mary— with bright tears in 
her eyes, the first tears she had shed 
since she left the sealed tomb—was 
pitying, with a mother's pity, the 
vast number of cripples who would 
go through life bent and twisted 
and hopeless— because her Son was 
dead. 

As the tears rolled down her pale 
cheeks and dropped upon the baby's 
shabby blanket, her grief had ceased 

(Continued on page 11) 
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fHATEVER difference of 
opinion there may be as to 
the observance of ' v one day 
higher than another," all are agreed 
that Easter sends a thrill through 
the heart and mind. We think of 
life instead of death, and of Christ 
resurrected instead of lost. 

A Christian may have little care 
for any special services which mark 
Christmas, Thanksgiving, Good Fri- 
day, or Easter, but while all about 
him are giving prominence to the 
memory of the birth, the crucifixion, 
and the resurrection of Jesus, he 
would be lacking in true love for 
Him whom he trusts if his heart 
tlid not freshly burn at the thought 
that ''Jesus came into the world to 
save sinners," that "He died for 
our sins according to the Scriptures." 
and that He "was raised again for 
our justification." 

A Personal Privilege 

Now Easter Sunday is at hand, 
and it behoves every believer in 
Jesus to recognize anew the precious- 
ness and importance to himself per- 
sonally of the fact that Christ is 
"risen from the dead, and become 
the first fruits of them that slept." 

So much is said in song and story 
of the birth and death of Jesus 
that these events are made to have 
undue importance in many minds 
in comparison with His rising from 
the dead. Our confidence of sal- 
vation rests not in Jesus of Bethle- 
hem as a Babe in a manger; not in 
Jesus of Nazareth and His giving up 
the ghost on the Cross of Calvary; 
but in the risen Christ with His 
warfare ended and His victory ac- 
complished, ever living to make in- 
tercession for us! 

To be born into this world of sin 
and sorrow was not the completion 
of the work of Christ. To die on 
a cross in agony, the just for the 
unjust, was not the perfecting of 
His triumph. Many who gave prom- 
ise of fame and power, as well as 
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The Thrill 
of Easter 



outstanding achievement for their 
race, had died for the love of truth. 

If there were no record of Jesus 
beyond His miraculous birth and His 
ignominious death, those who had 
hoped in Him because of the song 
of the angels at His advent, and His 
dying assurance that the mission was 
finished, would be without hope. 

But there never was any such 
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gloom among the disciples of Jesus 
after His death, Joy came to them 
and remained with them, for He 
conquered death! He arose! Their 
hope was in Him who was "the first- 
born from the dead, that in all things 
He might have the pre-eminence. 1 ' 
So then, Christ was not a dead 
Saviour, but a living Master, and 
their chief mission was to be a wit- 
ness to His resurrection. The declara- 
tion of the way of salvation was, 
"If Thou shalt confess with thy 
mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt be- 
lieve in thine heart that God hath 
raised Him from the dead, thou 
shalt be saved." 

We who live now have no reason 
to question and doubt, for Christ 
has risen and sitteth at the right 



hand of God interceding for His 
people. Is our faith as sincere as that 
manifested by the disciples? As we 
experience the thrill of another 
Easter season, may we put less em- 
phasis upon new clothes, and yearn 
more for Christ. In our day of ques- 
tioning and fear the lilies and the 
Cross seem to speak more clearly 
than ever before — "He is risen!" 

The joy and the hope of the 
early church in the intercession and 
the sure return of our Lord ought 
to be ours. The resurrection of Jesus 
should be the theme of our rejoicing, 
and it is more lasting than Christ- 
mas; it can be eternal. 

How wonderful that Easter syn- 
chronizes with spring! All nature 
blossoms forth in radiant attire; she 
adorns herself with newness of life 
and colour, and causes us to see 
the phenomena of earthly immor- 
tality. To the heart that is cold and 
wintry the risen Christ can work 
the same miracle. Character has its 
singing birds, flowers, babbling 
brooks, trees, green leaves, blossoms, 
and new births. Submit to Him, and 
the transformation will be as defin- 
ite as any change we behold in 
nature. 

"I am glad that it was spring-time 
When the stone was rolled aside; 
When the Holy Seed of David 
Rose in beauty from the sod 2 
And the Angels told the story 
Of the living Son of God" 

TRY THEM 

i^lfHESE seven things I have tried: 
iPL Laughing at difficulties, and 
^ fc " found them disappearing. At- 
tempting heavy responsibilities, and 
found them growing lighter. Facing a 
bad situation and found it clearing 
up. Telling the truth, and found it the 
easiest way out. Doing an honest 
day's work, and found it the most 
rewarding. Believing men honest, 
and found them living up to expec- 
tation. Trusting God each day, and 
found Him surprising me with His 
goodness. 



THE TORN 



,J|pHE citizens of Jerusalem had 
\3\j never experienced such phen- 
omenal darkness before, and 
the equivalent of the meteorological 
offices hastened to mark it down 
as "unprecedented' 1 — pitch darkness 
over the face of the earth for three 
hours in the daytime. It was not an 
eclipse of the sun; the citizens had 
been told by the office when the 
next eclipse was due, according to 
the astrologers. It was not a hurri- 
cane or tornado, for the clouds had 
given no warnings with massed 
cumuli. Nor was it even a violent 
thunderstorm, though the accom- 
panying sounds were very like 
thunder. "An earthquake" and 
"darkness over the face of the earth 1 ' 
was all they could find to say about 
it at the moment. 

But, simultaneously, another event 
took place — the most wonderful 




taining their requests; and there it 
ended. The high priests were there 
to take the matter up; the people 
themselves did not contact God. 

And even the priests did not see 
God; they only saw evidences of 
Him when they entered into His 
presence. 

One could imagine something of 
the. feelings of Ananias and Caiaphas, 
the High Priests at the time of 
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event in all the history of the world, 
if they could have known — "the veil 
of the temple was rent in twain," 
Out of darkness and disaster, this 
tremendous change in spiritual his- 
tory came forth. 

They were all familiar enough 
with the Temple itself. Only the 
Holy of holies — that inner room that 
held the ark and the mercy-seat, 
and into which only the high priests 
could go — was veiled from their eyes 
as it had been veiled from the eyes 
of their nation since Abraham. When 
they needed divine guidance, forgive- 
ness, strength or comfort, they, 
the common people, entered the 
Temple, confided their needs to the 
priests, paid what was . demanded, 
and were told the conditions of oh- 



Christ's crucifixion and resurrection. 
They may have been in the Holy 
of holies when the disaster occurred. 
Their inner sanctuary was violated, 
and its veil, woven in one piece of 
linen, with blue, crimson and purple 
in it, was ripped from top to bot- 
tom. You can see the horror in their 
eyes. In their arrogance, the veil 
typified their status in the nation, 
and it was destroyed. 

Did they think that Christ was 
truly the promised Messiah? I doubt 
it, or they would not have dared to 
try to destroy Him. Yet they cer- 
tainly knew that He "had some- 
thing." He was important enough 
for them to scheme against by brib- 
ing one of His twelve disciples, and 
by spreading propaganda against 



Him and in favour of Barahbas. 
They paid leaders to shout "'Crucify 
Him," and paid witnesses to declare 
that He had spoken treasonable 
words. They dealt with the soldiers 
who were on duty at the tomb, not 
to punish them for letting Him 
escape, hut to make sum they ac- 
knowledged that they were sleeping 
when the disciples came and sup- 
posedly "stole the body." 

An Immense Benefit 

And then the ground went from 
under their feet in a dual sense! 

Of all that could be told of this 
story, one great and glorious fact 
stands out— -Tta Mercy-Seat Wm 
Thrown Open To All Entrance to 
the presence of God has become the 
gift and privilege that, through the 
blood of Jesus Christ, all may claim. 

No wonder Easter is the happiest 
of all our remembrance days. From 
the restrictions of the law, roan h 
free to speak to Gocl, to hear His 
voice, to receive His forgiveness, and 
claim the accompaniment of the 
Holy Spirit to comfort, remind and 
teach. 

"Saving we hove « great High Priest 
who has entered the Inmost Heaven, 
Jesus, (he Son of God, lei us hold firmly 
to our faith. For we hove no superhuman 
High Priest lo whom our weaknesses are 
unintelligible— He Himself has shared fully 
In all our experience ef temptation, ex- 
cept that He never sinned. Let us there- 
fore approach the throne pf grace with 
fullest confidence, that we may receive 
mercy for our failures and grace fa help 
In the hour of need." Hek 4:14-16] (J. B. 
Phi Hips] 

( Continued on page 17) 
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CAMPBELL Morgan aptly de- 
scribed the puzzled disciples 
in the upper room with Christ 
as men who knew more than they 
knew they knew. We must follow 
their frantic conversation with the 
Lord that night to appreciate this. 
Peter wanted to know where Jesus 
was going. ''Whither I go ye know," 
he replied. Thomas wanted to know 
the way, but Jesus had just told 
him, "The way ye know." Philip 
demanded to see the Father, but 
that was just after the Lord had 
explained that they had seen the 
Father. 

How could the Lord Jesus say 
things like this when the disciples 
were so much in the dark? The very 
things He said they knew were the 
things they said they did not know. 
The answer, of course, lies in the fact 
that Christ Himself was the One 
who was the Way, the Truth, the 
Life, and the final revelation of God, 
but they did not recognize Him for 
all that He was. They knew Him, 
and therefore they should have 
known the answer to all that was 
bothering them. But because they 
did not really know Him, the Lord 
had to say, "Have I been so long 
time with you, and yet hast thou 
not known Me ?" 

Are we sometimes like those dis- 
ciples — fearful, doubtful, question- 
ing, when all the time the answer 
is right with us and in us, even the 
Lord Jesus? How easy it is in the 




midst of turmoil, confusion, and 
suffering to lose sight of this. How 
easy it is when confronted with a 
great responsibility to neglect this. 
The thrilling potential that lies 
before us is that regardless of the 
demands placed upon us, whether 
they be obedience to the commands 
and will of God, or whether they be 
the pressures of life, we do have the 
answer, the Lord Jesus Christ, be- 
cause we are "complete in Him" 
{Col, 2:10). We must do what 



THE WRITER ADVISES US 
TO MAKE USE OF THE 
KNOWLEDGE WE HAVE 

Jesus made the disciples do: take a 
second look at the spiritual resources 
at our disposal and realize that our 
sufficiency is of Him. 

Have we really seen Jesus? Have 
we really known Him? Have we 
realized that literally in Him we 



have been made full? In Him dwells 
the fullness, being in Him, ye are 
filled, says the apostle. There is no 
lack of completeness. The believer 
does not now lack anything to make 
his life complete. How many of us 
believe that? Or, how many of us 
go from day to day looking to some 
future day when we shall have 
someone or something that will make 
our lives complete? Oh, it may be a 
bigger house, a newer car, a newer 
appliance, a better job, or, for some 
young person,, a fellow or girl to 
make our lives complete, so we think, 

But if we are in Christ, we can 
say, "I am full," as Paul did (Phil. 
4:18). If we cannot honestly say 
this, then either we are not per- 
sonally appropriating the fullness of 
the Lord Jesus, or we really do not 
know Him. If we complain about 
our present lot, if we are discour- 
aged or depressed, we must take an- 
other look at the Saviour and see 
that He is all we need. 

It could be that we, too, know 
more than we know we know. "Ye 
are complete in Him." — K,G> 




A Basin Of Water 



S3* BASIN of water; 

Sj^l A towel to dry; 

Twelve breathless disciples- 
While Jesus stands by. 

He kneels at each person, 
And rinses his feet, 

Then tenderly dries them 
In service so sweet, 
* * * 

A basin of water 

Brought in by a slave 



A basin of water — 

Rome's honour to save. 
"This Man is not guilty 

No sinning He knew; 
No blame will I shoulder — 

His blood be on you!" 
+ + + 

Two basins of water 
But not, not the same; 

For one stood for service — 
The other for shame, —H.P,W 



PRAYED WHERE 
JESUS PRAYED 



(Continued -from page 3) 



been challenging all that is evil in 
the world. 

So potent was this empty tomb's 
significance that the truth of the 
resurrection became the central 
article of their creed. Paul makes 
the whole validity of the Christian 
faith stand or fall on it. "If Christ 
be not risen, 1 ' he trumpeted, "then 
is our preaching vain, and your 
faith is also vain ... ye are yet in 
your sins!" 

Yet, important as was that first 
resurrection, is it not even more 
important that He not only arose 
that once but is ever rising, ever 
coming forth in newness of power 
and revelations? 

Someone once asked an old fisher- 
man living by the sea, "How do you 
know that Christ was raised?" 

He replied, "See those cottages 
atop the cliffs? When I am out on 
the stormy sea, I know the sun has 
come by the reflection in those 
windows. Just so 3 I see my Lord's 
light reflected everywhere in this 
world." 

To those whose souls are not 
so sour that they refuse to see, it 
is plain that Jesus is the ever- 
emerging Christ. Read your history. 
Look about you, and see every- 
where the things He has trans- 
formed. You will be convinced 




that, though sometimes it takes a 
while 3 right always triumphs eventu- 
ally. 

To the cynical, on that first Black 
Friday s Jesus must have cut a sorry- 
figure. Bent beneath His cross, He 
seemed the victim of Roman might 
and Jewish malevolence. 

But how now? 

When the Apostle Paul stood 
before Nero, every advantage 
seemed to be with the swaggering 
emperor. Yet today, as someone 
has succinctly said. "Men call their 
sons Paul and their dogs Nero." 

The tyrants have their small 
moments, but in the long run it is 
right that wins. 

Christ is still winning, still com- 
ing out of graves where the world's 
evil ones try to confine Him. We fail 
to see His repeated resurrections only 
because we are too preoccupied. 
Some years ago Dr. Albert Einstein 
told of being in Los Angles during 
an earthquake. But he didn't know 
it. He never had experienced a 



Indifference 

By G. A, Studdert Kennedy 



1 HEN Jesus came to Gol- 
gotha they hanged Him 
on a tree, 
They drave great nails through 
hands and feet, and made a 
Calvary; 
They crowned Him with a crown of 
thorns, red were His wounds 
and deep, 
For those were crude and cruel 
days, and human flesh was 
cheap. 

When Jesus came to Birmingharn 
they simply passed Him by f 

They never hurt a nalr of Him, tfiey 
only let Him i die? 

EASTER NUMBER 



For men had grown more tender, 
and they would not give Him 
pain, 

They only just passed down the 
street, and left Him in the rain. 

Still Jesus cried, "Forgive them, for 

they know not what they do," 
And still it rained the winter rain 

that drenched Him through 

and through; 
The crowds went home and left the 

streets without a $oyl to see. 
And Jesus crouched against a wall 
and cried for Calvary. 



quake, though he had made an 
intensive study of the phenomenon , 
Strolling the campus of the Cali- 
fornia Institute of Technology with 
Dr. Beno Gutenburg, the two were 
in deep discussion about earth- 
quakes, of all things! -when another 
scientist rushed up to tell them that 
for the past three minutes a real 
quake had been on. Hurrying back 
to the laboratory, they found the 
instruments were recording furiously. 

"I was keenly disappointed," said 
Einstein, "All my life I'd wanted 
to observe an earthquake. But when 
one came, right beneath my feet, I 
didn't notice "it!" 

Such thoughts as these swept 
my mind while I stood before the 
empty tomb that Easter morn. 
They confirmed my faith, made me 
sure that never again would I doubt 
the truth—and the power— of the 
Christ who not only strode forth 
from that one tomb but is striding 
through the world today, bringing 
new life, new hope* new promise 
that one of these days, in God's 
own time, evil will finally be over- 
thrown and the kingdoms of this 
world shall indeed become "the 
Kingdoms of our God, and of His 
Christ," 

In John Masefield's play, "The 
Trial of Jesus," a Roman soldier 
runs up breathlessly to report to 
Pilate's wife that he has found 
Christ's tomb empty. 

"Do you think He is dead?" she 
asks anxiously. 

The soldier replies, "No, lady, I 
don't." 

"Then where h He?" she asks 
with agitation. 

The soldier's answer is the essence 

of the Easter message; "Let loose 

in the world, lady, where neither 

Roman nor Jew can stop His truth." 

—The War Cry, USA, 
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A 

Sermon 

on 

Canvas 

j^fVOST artists just paint pic- 
^JTjI tures. Hohnan Hunt paint- 
*" ed sermons. No language 

can convey the truth as does his 
canvas. Ponder this great picture of 
his— "The Scapegoat, 11 The silent 
power and appeal are compelling. 
Reflect upon the ancient symbolism 
it represents and let the mystery and 
glory of the Atonement steal in 
upon your soul. The Priest had con- 
fessed the sins of Israel over the 
head of the goat on the yearly Day 
of Atonement, and the beast, carry- 
ing the sins of the people, had been 
sent away — away into the dank soli- 
tude of the wilderness never to re- 
turn. 

It was all tremendously, yet beau- 
tifully symbolical. It was in God's 
method of progressive revelation to 
man. God, with infinite patience, 
was unfolding principles through the 
medium of priestly ritual and holy 
symbols. In the fulness of time, this 
great principle of redemption by 
sacrifice found its crowning expres- 
sion in the Lamb of God who car- 
ried away the sins of the whole world 
— the great Atonement. On Hun 
was laid the iniquity of us all; thus 
was "God in Christ reconciling the 
world unto Himself." 

Let us think on these things. By 
familiarity with Christian phrase- 
ology we can miss the truth. 

The atonement has been the sub- 
ject of all manner of faulty and 
imperfect explanations through the 
ages. In the first centuries after 
Christ, when wars and captivity 
were incessant, the prevailing idea 
concerning the atonement was that 
of a purchase price— a ransom — 
which the Devil demanded for the 
release of the soul of a man from 
captivity. In the Middle Ages, when 




chivalry was the predominant 
thought, the atonement was regard- 
ed as a satisfaction to God's violated 
honour. In the age of absolute mon- 
archy, when the king's will was law, 
the atonement was legally construed. 
God being the lawgiver and sin be- 
ing treason, either the death of the 
sinner or a substitute was demanded. 
It is unnecessary to discuss these 
views. We can so easily imprison 
the truth in definitions. Most of us 



When, with simple faith, we pin 
our soul to that great Truth, and 
rest on it, we shall know something 
of the glory of the Atonement. 

Alas! there is some impatience, 
if not contempt, for this evangelical 
teaching today. The reason is not 
difficult to find. Sin is being ex- 
plained away! Once men trembled 
at the preacher's denunciation of sin 
and felt they were Hell-deserving 
sinners. Now, often, sin is not de- 



By Colonel Albert Dalziel, Toronto 



are simple wayfarers, and when we 
try to express Eternal Truth in 
dogma we get out of our depth and 
entwined in intellectual tangles. 
Rather let us look again at the 
picture and let its simple realism 
preach its own sermon. If we ponder 
long enough the veiled meaning of 
the symbolism will grip us and lead 
us on to see the One who "In His 
own body bore our sins on the tree.' 1 

"The Lord In the day of His ANGER did 

lay 
Our sins on the Lamb, and He bore them 

away." 

The day of His "anger"? The light 
that shines from the great atoning 
sacrifice of the Lamb of God re- 
veals not an angry God demanding 
the utmost penalty for broken laws, 
nor the shedding of blood to ap- 
pease the wrath of an irate God- 
head, but Love giving itself for the 
object of its love. We could per- 
haps more truly sing- - 

"The lord In the day of His MERCY did lay 
Our sins on the Lamb, and He bore them 
away." 
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nounced but discussed in the pulpit, 
and we comfort ourselves that we 
are just victims of a "complex" or 
"inhibitions" — in fact, we are per- 
suaded to believe that "sin is good 
in the making!" 

Well, the Scriptures do not teach 
that. The effect that at the awful 
hour of the Passion, when the Sav- 
iour felt Himself to be deserted in 
His agony and all nature groaned, 
every tree and flower felt a sudden 
thrill and, trembling, bowed their 
heads — all save the poplar (or 
aspen) which said; "Why should we 
weep and tremble? The trees and 
flowers are pure, and never sinned!" 
Ere it ceased to speak an involun- 
tary trembling seized its every leaf, 
and the word went forth that it 
should never rest, but must tremble 
on until the Day of Judgment. 

In olden times it was also affirm- 
ed that the aspen was made from 
women's tongues! 

(Continued on page 18) 

THE WAR CRY 




"No more we tremble 



at the grave 



99 



' ILL there never come an 
end to this relentless mes- 
senger of pitiless doom, 
Death? Must pine boxes, bits of 
green sod, granite ; and tears forever 
be the lot of the race? Will Death 
always reign over Love? Will the 
grave forever defeat purity? Will 
decay forever flout humility? Must 
disintegration always put an end to 
truth? 

Let Isaiah answer: "He will swal- 
low up death in victory!" Let Paul 
answer: "Death IS swallowed up 
in victory!" Mighty Easter truth— 
Jesus Christ has done away with 
death! Swallowed it up! 

In the mortal combat on Calvary 
Death opened its jaws and sought to 
gulp the Son of God into extinction. 
Midnight blackness at noonday indi- 
cated that Death had conquered. 
Then came the blaze and sudden 
thunder, the torn-open tomb, the 
released Lord — the resurrection turn- 
ed the tabids, and Death itself was 
swallowed up! 

As the mighty Father of Waters 
swallows up trickling streams that 
pour in from east and west; as the 
bursting dawn swallows up every 
nook of darkness before its swift 



The Torn Curtain 

(Continued from page 13) 

Does not this call for a thousand 
"hallelujahs" for Easter morning? 
We do not yet "see God" face to 
face. Perhaps it is because the "pure 
in heart" do so, and "if we say 
we have no sin we deceive our- 
selves;" but we do not have to go 
through any priest or mediator to 
answer His call "Come unto Me." 
t We still have a form of media- 
tion, for we still cannot see God's 
face, but His creations, His power. 
His urge, His res-training. His deal- 
ings with us t all speak of Him. and 
we who know Him, know that HE 
IS, though we only see Him and 
many of His works "through a glass 
darkly. 1 ' 



approach; as moist lips of earth 
swallow up the melting snows of 
winter, so lias Jesus the Christ swal- 
lowed up Death until it is lost, gone, 

forever under His feet. And blessed 

music of the Gospel- -those who be* 
Heve in the fact of His atoning woik 
on the cross may be His partner in 
eternal deathlcssness. 

On the cross Jesus went into 
abysmal, Stygian darkness and throt- 
tled the King of Terrors. Jesus died : 
He died "that through death He 
might destroy him who had the 
power of death, that is the Devil" 

Voluntarily taking upon Himself 
the agonies of utter separation from 
the Father and the tortu resume 
burden of die world's sin. He braved 
the caverns of Death. Henceforth 
"There shall he flo more death,*' 
for now the Master trusts meh mint 
at the river 1 s brink and cm-rm him 
safely over! "'Precious in the sight of 
the Lord is the death of His saints." 

Nero was wrong! The martyrs 
torn by lions did not die; they were 
met at the River by their I^ord and 
He guided them safely over. The 




priests, who offered long prayers hm 
short- dunged the people wm- 
wrong! The Nazareite was not con- 
sumed by death; He swallowed ii 
up. The atheist is wrong' Death h 
not a "leap into the dark' 7 ; it is *t 
birth into a fuller life. Pilate was 
wrong! The Man that Joseph took 
flown from the Tree was not dead; 
He was even then heralding His 
Kingdom to the "spirits in prison."' 

HE IS RISEN! Therefore. WE 
may rise also! 

And every true Christian may give 
tongue to his faith as did Savonarola 
when he exclaimed: "Throw trie in- 
to the Arno. but the resurrection 
day will find me!" For the empty 
tomb h the Gibraltar of our faith 
and the Waterloo of in fide lit v. 

- P. L. DeBevoisr 



QUIET STREETS 

C Continued from page 11) 



to be a personal thing. At the touch 
of the feeble, groping hand it had 
become a larger grief— a grief for 
multitudes who would never hear" 
her Son's voice raised in prayer, who 
would never see the sunlight slanting 
across His lifted face, who would 
never feel the healing touch of His 
hands. 

"It's not for myself that I grieve," 
she whispered, and she was speaking 
to the whole silent city — to the 
whole silent world— not to a baby. 
tl I had my Son for more than thirty 
years, and I may dwell with my 
memories! But those who will be 
born this year and next year and for 
thousands of years to come will have 
no memories to guide them— for He 
is dead. There will be no more 
miracles for He is—-" her voice 



trembled away into a wisp of sound, 
for all at once the baby's face was 
not an age-old , wizened face— it was 
round and pink — the face of a nor- 
mal baby. And under her fingers the 
cruel hump that had tortured the 
baby's back was melting away and 
she could feel the wee shoulders 
growing -straight and strong. 

Mary, as she clasped a smiling 
baby close, knew with a strange, un- 
explainable sense of security that 
nothing was over, that-— despite the 
cross and the tomb— something had 
begun! The path her Son had walk- 
ed, the nigged mad that He had 
travelled, had paused on a hilltop 
but it had only paused. He was still 
walking on across the world. Noth- 
in(jf-- not even death -could stop 
Him, 



EASTER NUMBER 
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-fffYOCKERY ... pain .. . 
4hfj| despair . . faint hope . , . 
^ "* death . . . incredulity . . . 
belief . . . power . . , wild, joyous 
abandonment to the Gospel of a 
living Christ. 

In essence, that is the meaning of 
Easter. 

The violence and ruthless injustice 
of Good Friday gave way to the 
utter finality of stark death. The 
sombre silence of the Saturday be- 
fore Easter gave no hope; allowed 



EASTER ECSTASY 



no glimmer of light to relieve the 
blackness of despair. And while the 
Roman soldiers snored in front of 
the tomb of Jesus of Nazareth, the 
universe held its breath. God's plan 
to save the damned, the sinners of 
all kinds, was nearly completed. 
In the early dawn of that first 



characterized the first Easter morn- 
ing conveys to me the resurgent joy 
of Easter. When the snow starts to 
melt in the spring, and the little 
rivers run with a noisy chatter, the 
tips of branches swell and burst into 
bud, the first brave crocus pokes its 
head out of the bare ground, then 



By CAPTAIN MAXWELL RYAN, Parry Sound, Ont. 



Easter morning a heart-broken wo- 
man crept into the garden, headed 
towards the grave. But it had al- 
ready happened. She was too late! 
As the sun had spilled over the 
craggy hills of Judea, wiping the 
shadows of night from the misty 
valleys, history began again! 

"He's gone," she cried* to the 
yawning, empty grave, "H£s body 
is stolen!" Minutes later she whis- 
pered in awed reverence, "My 
Lord! He lives . . , He's here . . . 
He's not dead any more! Shout it 
from the highest housetop! Run 
quickly and tell the disciples and 
especially Peter! Run and tell . . . 
run and tell . , ," 

The breathless excitement which 



the whisper comes to my heart . . . 
"Easter . . . new life . . . resurrec- 
tion" 

There's the resurrection feeling in 
the air. The captivity of the long 
winter is ended. The sun shines 
stronger. Women think of house- 
cleaning and men think of painting 
the boat> and all of us take a new 
lease on life. 

But years ago, when the sun shone 
on Judea early in the morning, when 
history began again, the real mean- 
ing of Easter was unfolded. 

And as you celebrate Easter, let 
the meaning of it all filter through 
to your consciousness. Get the real 
significance of Easter. It will change 
your life! 



A SERMON ON CANVAS 

(Continued from page 16) 



The quaktng Aspen, light and thin, 
In the air quick passage gives; 

Resembling still 

The trembling f IF 
Of tempers of womankind, 

Which never rest, 

But still are prest 
To wave with every wind. 

Of the cross and crown of Christ 
it may truly be said that they have 
cast their shadow over the whole 
of the vegetable kingdom, for from 
that time forth many trees and 
flowers that had been associated 
only with heathen rites and deities 
began to be connected with holier 
names and more sacred events. 

The Poet Wordsworth reminds us 
that— 

God made the flowers to beautify 

The earth, and cheer man's careful mood; 



And he Is happiest who hath power 
To gather wisdom from a flower. 
And wake his heart in every hour 
To pleasant gratitude. 

Not only for jay and life were 
flowers given, but, symbolical of the 
resurrection, they have come to be 
associated with the graves of the 
world. What if these sweet things 
who sleep under the frostbound 
earth and rise again more beautiful 
than ever at the first warm touch 
of spring sunshine^ could meetly and 
suitably emblematize the frail human 
body which is to sleep awhile in 
the good brown earth and wake 
again one day when the Sun of 
Righteousness shall rise with heal- 
ing in His wings? 



IF JESUS CAME TODAY 

Tjf F Jesus come today 

3y Would you turn and walk away? 

If He stood in white attire 

To protect you from the Are, 
If He bid you come and live, 

If He said, "I now forgive;" 
Would you laugh and shake your head? 

Would you not be filled with dread? 
Would you say I'd rather die 

Than go Home with Him on high? 
If Jesus came today 

Would you turn and walk away? 

— Mrs. M. J. Hines, Essex, Ontario. 

HEAVENLY TREASURE 

0*0 HE merchant had to travel far, 

ilL Before he found the prize; 

^■^ The ploughman stumbled as he plowed, 

And found a glad surprise, 
But both the merchant, and the man 

Who humbly toiled all day, 
Each had to give up everything 

To find the golden way.— R.H. 
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